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Once upon a time, an old 
house stood surrounded by fields 
and woods. 


A canal ran past the house, winding 
gently through the countryside. 


Here, in the tall grass on the bank, 
a mother duck had made her nest. 


The mother duck sat patiently 
on the nest, keeping her eggs 
warm until they hatched. 


She had been sitting and waiting 
for a very long time. At last, 
after many days, the eggs began 
to crack. 


One by one the ducklings poked 
out their heads. “Peep, peep!” 
they said, as they looked all 
around. “How big the world is!” 


At last all the eggs had hatched, 
except for one. It was the biggest 
egg of all. The little ducklings 
looked at it, waiting for their 
brother or sister to come out. 


Finally the big egg cracked, and 
out came the last of the chicks. 
He was very big, and very ugly. 


“Oh dear!” said the mother duck. 
“You don’t look like any of 
my other ducklings. But you’re 
mine, so [Il treat you just like all 
the others.” 
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‘The next day was warm and 
sunny, and the mother duck took 
her new family down to the canal. 
She splashed into the water. One 
by one, the ducklings followed her. 
Soon they were all swimming 
beautifully, even the big, ugly one. 
‘The mother duck was very proud. 


“Quack! Quack!” she said. 
“Follow me, children. I'll take you 
to the duckyard.” 


When they reached the 
duckyard, the mother duck said, 
“Walk nicely and stay close to me. 
And make sure you are polite to 
that old brown duck over there. 
She is the most important duck in 
the-yard)” 
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‘The duckyard was very noisy. 
The ducklings stayed close to their 
mother as the other ducks gathered 
round to look at them. : 


“Your children are very beautiful,” 
they told the mother duck, “except 
for that big, ugly duckling.” 
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“Go away! You don’t belong here,” 
the ducks quacked at the ugly 
duckling. 


“T eave him alone!” said the 
mother duck. But the other ducks 
would not listen. 


“He’s too big!” they said, pecking 
at him and biting him. 


‘The ugly duckling was so 
unhappy in the duckyard that he 
ran away. 
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The ugly duckling ran until he 
came to the great marsh where the 
wild ducks and geese lived. He hid 
there in the reeds, trying to rest. 


When the wild ducks and geese 
found him, they asked him what 
kind of duck he was. The ugly 
duckling didn’t know. 


“Well, you’re very ugly,” they 
said, laughing at him. 
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‘The ugly duckling was frightened 
in the marsh, so he ran away again. 
He ran over the fields and meadows, 
and down a long, winding road. 


The wind blew, and the duckling 
was cold and tired. 
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As evening fell, the duckling 
came to a little cottage. The door 
was open just a crack, so the ugly 
duckling was able to creep inside 
out of the cold. 
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In the morning, the old woman 
who lived in the cottage found the 
ugly duckling. . 


“You can stay here,” she told him, 
“and we shall have duck eggs.” 


So the duckling stayed, but he did 
not lay eggs. 
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The old woman had a hen that 
could lay eggs, and she had a cat 
that could purr. . 


“Can you purr?” the cat asked 
the ugly duckling. 


“No,” said the duckling. 


The hen said, “Can you lay 
eggs?” 


“No,” said the duckling. 


“Then you can’t stay here,” said 
the cat and the hen. 
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So the ugly duckling went away 
again. He found a lake where he 
could float on the water and dive 
to the bottom to find food. 


‘There were other ducks 
there, but they all laughed at 
him because he was so ugly. 
The duckling stayed far away 
from them. 


Autumn came. The leaves turned 
brown, and the air grew colder. 


One evening, as the sun was setting, 
a flock of birds flew over the lake. 
‘They were handsome white swans 
with long, graceful necks. 


As he watched them, the ugly 
duckling was filled with a strange 
longing. He loved the beautiful 
swans so much that he thought his 
heart would burst. 
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Winter came. Snow clouds filled 
the sky, and the lake froze. The 
duckling had to make a hole in the 
ice so he could have a little space 
to swim, and water to drink. He 
had to keep moving so that his tiny 
bit of water wouldn’t freeze over. 


At last the ugly duckling was 
too tired to swim any more. 
He fell asleep, and the ice 
surrounded him, freezing him 
through and through. 
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Next morning, a farmer found 
the duckling. 


He put the duckling inside 
his coat, and took him home to 
his wife. 


‘The farmer’s wife kept the 
duckling warm, and he soon came 
back to life. 
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When the farmer’s children saw 
the duckling, they wanted to play 
with him. But they frightened the 


duckling, and he tried to run away 
from them. 


He flew into the milk churn and 
then landed in the flour barrel. 
‘The children laughed and shouted 
and tried to catch him. The terrified 
duckling ran away and hid. 
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All through the long, cold 
winter, the duckling hid in the 
reeds of a swamp. | 


At last springtime came, and 
sunshine warmed his feathers. 


The duckling spread his wings. 
How strong and powerful they 
were now! 


He flew high into the air, 
away from the swamp. After a 
while he came to rest in a gently 
winding canal. 
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Three beautiful swans swam 
towards him. 


“They are coming to chase me 
away,” the duckling thought. 


But the swans said, “Welcome! 
Please come and join us.” 


The duckling looked at his 
reflection in the water. ‘To his 
surprise, he was no longer an ugly 
duckling. He had become a 
handsome swan! 


As he joined the other swans, joy 
filled his heart. “I never knew 
I could be so happy,” he thought, 
“when I was just an ugly duckling.” 
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